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One 


Author's Notes: 
Trying again, | had another story with this pairing up and | didn’t like it, so now there's this. Reviews are much 
appreciated. 


Kurt 


| could barely see the audience through my bangs, strands of blond and brown hanging over my eyes. It was 


just as well, my face looked fucked up from all the junk we'd been doing. 


This was the part of the song where | screamed, this primal, mid-seventies therapy shit, just a growl from 
the center of my soul. So | swung my guitar over my head and screamed, feeling my vocal chords scraping 
against each other. These fucking kids loved it, they ate it up, and | can't pretend | didn't want this, all this 
adoration, being the "king of grunge" whatever that meant. The voice of a generation. | was the voice of shit, 
but maybe that was sort of the point. Yeah, | had wanted this when | was living off overweight girlfriends with 
minimum wage jobs, writing lyrics in the middle of the day in the dirty, sticky kitchen, the dishes piling up in 
the sink. Couldn't do the dishes, | was a goddamn artist. | did want this. | just didn't realize it was empty. 


| knew what the other two were doing, we were so in tune with each other, so when the drum solo came and 
when the bass guitar solo came | just felt it intuitively and let them go and then when the guitar vocal part 
came | was right on, spot on, and the lyrics poured out of me, lyrics | wrote in some sticky sunny kitchen all 


those years ago. 


When the set was done | threw my guitar on the stage and just walked away, thinking of my next fix. The 
stage was pure aggression, just that scream that tried to let the demons out of me. They never came out. 
They never could. Maybe it was because | held onto everything, every little slight from my childhood, and 
every not so litle slight. The big things. The way my parents weren't what | fucking needed, the divorce, the 
way | was kicked out of everywhere, the fucking small- minded people who lived in my goddamn small home 
town, all of it, all of it, it had just backed up on me like | was a fucking garbage disposal that had stopped 
working and | was gummed up with the wilted lettuce and the fucking coffee grounds and the sour milk. The 
set was pure aggression and then, at home, there was the heroin. 


Fucking heroin, no one knew. Well, the other junkies knew, but all these holier than thou don't do fucking drugs 
Stepford wives that made up our society, they didn't know. They didn't know about the relief, when every 
single thing in your life is shit, despite being the fucking "king of grunge” or whatever, despite MTV and the 
fucking awards and the shit fame, which made things, a lot of things, worse, by the way, they didn't know 
about the fucking relief when the drug carried you away on that warm, painless wave, when shit wasn't so 


much okay but it ceased mattering in that way that tore at your insides with little knives. 


So that's what | was thinking about as | walked off the stage, my sweet heroin, and | wanted to rush into her 
arms. | pushed on the door to my dressing room, wanting to light up a cigarette and find my wallet and head 
out, head back to Seattle, to the cool watery air, the mountains and trees and streets that | knew, not the 


dirty cesspool of LA. Fucking LA, | hated it so much. 


"Jesus Christ, what are you doing here?" | said as | looked up, my blond bangs falling away from my eyes, and 


it was fucking Axl Rose standing in my dressing room. 


"| wanted to talk to you," he said, and his voice was surprisingly deep. Like everyone else I'd heard a ton of 
Guns N' Roses songs, and | didn't like them, | thought they were shit. But Axl's voice was cool, | had to give 
him that. His voice was cool while everything else about him and his stupid band sucked. But | didn't hear him 
talk much, | guess because | didn't listen to any of his stupid interviews. I'd heard the "Appetite for 
Destruction" songs, and in most of them he had that high pitched, cat shriek thing going on. So this deep voice 
took me by surprise. | sounded the same in my songs as when | talked. He didn't, not at all 


"About what?" | said, glaring at him. What the fuck was he doing here, and how did he get here, and who the 
fuck let him in? 


"About touring,” he said, his voice and demeanor so calm. What the fuck was this? | was the calm and rational 


one, he was the fucking nut who beat up photographers for just doing their dumb job. The photographer didn't 
make a bazillion dollars like he did, so what was his problem? But | was here, my breathing getting shallow and 
fast, and my eyes were narrowed at him and | felt my hands curling into fists, | was going to lose my shit, 
because | didn't want to tour with him and | didn't want to even talk to him, but more than that, his being 
here would delay me in leaving, and that would delay when | could get high, and fuck him if he was going to get 
in the way of that. 


"What don't you get? | don't want to go on tour with you," | said, glancing up at him. He was dressed like such 
a stereotypical rock star, Jesus. He had on the tight leather pants, the T-shirt with the ripped off sleeves, the 
snakeskin boots. His hair kind of dully gleamed beneath the low lights in the dressing room, and it was redder 
than it looked on TV. That was funny. It was a strange, cool color, and | couldn't help looking at it. He didn't 
have that awful orange hair color that a lot of redheads had. 


"Yeah? Why not?" he said, his voice so deep, like it came straight from his chest, this baritone your brain had 
to adjust to. | blinked at him, seeing that unreal red color of his hair, and his infuriating calmness. | felt like 
tables were turning, and | was the mess. Well, | was. There wasn't much debate about that, | was always in 
pain, physical and psychological and metaphorical, just every type of pain you could be in, and being famous was 


only making everything worse, and | needed to just anesthetize my pain away. 


"Because, because you, | don't like what you fucking stand for," It was hard to gather these thoughts and 
present them to him, and it was pissing me off that | had to. | said fucking no, | didn't want to go on tour with 
him, | didn't like Guns N' Roses and | especially didn't like him. 


"Man, you don't get it," he said, leaning back against the wall, his ankles crossed over each other, like 


everything was just so casual, and we were having a friendly argument he would soon win 


"| don't get it? What the hell are you talking about? You're so far removed from anything that makes any 
sense, firing people left and right, starting riots, punching photographers. | don't get it? You don't fucking get 
it," | said, feeling like my point wasn't made. | couldn't think straight. It was getting close to when | needed a fix, 


and my brain was starting to scramble. 


"I know what's wrong with you," he said, shaking his head, the red strands of his hair moving with the motion 
That fucking hair. It was a cool color, all straight and sleek and perfect. My own hair was a matted mess, half 
dyed blond, it was all over the place. Well, who fucking cared? Not everyone could be as pretty as Axl Rose, 
and it was funny, since he was such a homophobe. There were plenty of guys who would go for him. 


"Yeah, | know what's wrong with you. I'm in a band full of fucking junkies, and before we were famous | was a 
fucking junkie, but | kicked it because it wasn't consistent with my goals. | couldn't allow myself to have a 


fucking habit, and Guns N' Roses would have been nothing if I'd kept it up," 


"Good for you," | said, looking sideways at him, feeling the cravings for the heroin begin to crawl up my nerve 
endings. Jesus, did | misjudge the time | had between my last fix and the next. | didn't have any stuff here in 
LA. It wasn't safe to travel with it, and so I'd left it up in Seattle because | figured I'd be back in time. Oh, 


fuck, was | wrong. | felt the pains starting in my stomach, twisting it. | was gonna double over soon right in 
front of him, just confirming his belief that | was a junkie loser and that's why | wasn't going on tour with him, 
and that it had nothing to do with the fact that | couldn't stand his brand of bloated fucking sexist, 
homophobic, racist shit. He thought it was all brand new, being a big fucking rock star. It wasn't new. It was 
tired old shit. He was just so short sighted that he thought it was new because it was happening to him. God, | 
couldn't stand him. 


| curled up, the pain too much, and | felt the sweat sliding down my temples, and | hugged myself tight trying 
to stop the pain that was trying to devour me. 


Axl 


| knew what was going on as | watched Kurt Cobain curl up at my feet, that look on his face. | shook my head. 
Pathetic fucking junkie. Why was | cursed to always be around them? | remembered it, though, the way it 
carried you away and nothing mattered and you'd feel good, beyond good, floating away into the sweetest 
oblivion. Izzy and Slash had got to the point where they had to have it just to function, and Kurt was probably 
at that point, too. Not me. I'd quit before | reached that pathetic level of things. Quitting wasn't easy and | 
knew that. It hadn't been easy for me just because | did it. | was miserable for that week that | kicked it and | 
craved it for a long time after that, sometimes | still did. But you had to make choices, you had to decide what 
was important to you, and if nothing mattered except shooting a narcotic into your veins then that was your 
choice. It wasn't mine, and it was pissing me off that he was choosing heroin over everything, over his wife 
and baby, over his music and the kids who lived for that music. For some kids, and he should fucking know this, 
that music was everything. He was letting them down | tried to never let them down, and fuck the critics and 
MTV and the media and all that shit, | didn't care about them. | toured all around the fucking world for years 
just so those kids could get a chance to see us, and | worked on the albums and the videos partly for me, 
because | needed to do it, but | knew in the back of my mind that there was some kid living for it, so | did it 


for them, too. | shook my head down at Kurt because he was so selfish. 


"Oh, Axl, fuck, just go away," he said, gritting his teeth. | nudged him with the toe of my boot, his face 
obscured by that messy blond hair. 


"You need it, huh?" | said, and he didn't respond, just rocked himself on the floor. | fucking hated junkies. 


"Hold on," | told him, and | slipped into the hallway and pulled my mobile phone from my bag, punched in the 


numbers of one of my assistants. 

"Hello?" my assistant said, her voice all tinny and crackly on the phone. But | could hear her. 

"Angela, hey, it's Axl. | need some stuff, you know, Slash and Izzy stuff. How close are you to Melrose?" 
"| can be there in like half an hour," she said, her voice breaking up over the bad connection. 


"Good, I'll meet you at Melrose and Vine," | said. 


| waited in my limo with the tinted windows and Angela showed up in 20 minutes, handing me the bag with the 
works. | thanked her and headed off, back to the dressing room where Kurt was writhing with his need. Fucking 


junkies. 
Kurt 


Axl had taken off and | was thankful for that, at least. Self-righteous ass. Oh, | quit heroin because l'm so 
fucking perfect. | have goals. Fuck goals. That shit was false. There was only the present moment full of pain, 
and | wanted to obliterate that moment any way | could. Heroin did the job nicely. | wasn't here to be a role 


model. | wasn't here to be anything. Why couldn't Axl, and the world, just leave me alone? 


But fuck, the pain. It was in my stomach and it spread everywhere, and every cell in my body was curdling 
with the need for the fucking heroin, and | felt myself start to shake, and the nausea hit me in waves, like | 
was on some boat somewhere that was rocking and rocking under ten foot waves. | groaned, thinking I'd just 
stay here forever on the floor of this dirty LA. dressing room, cockroaches hiding in the corners. Fucking dirty 
LA. 


"Jesus, you're pathetic," that deep voice said from somewhere way above me, like the voice of God. | was too 
deep in need and pain to even respond. He could stay here all he wanted, he could move in with me for all | 


cared now. Could heroin withdrawal kill you? It felt like it could. Man, it felt like it could. 


"| haven't done this shit in a while," Axl said, and my eyes were squeezed shut and | had no idea what he was 
even talking about. And | didn't care, that was the thing. He could go on talking above me in that deep baritone 
forever and ever, like those twins at the end of the hallway in "The Shining" forever and ever. | heard some 
rustling, and | heard the striking of a lighter, and small sounds | couldn't identify, and the pain in my stomach 
tried to pull me inside myself, and | groaned again. 


"Here, let me see your arm," Axl said, and | felt him take my arm at the wrist and turn it over, and | felt his 
finger as it traced the veins in my arm, and | was too sick to even pull away. What the fuck was he doing? It 
was becoming clear, though, as he tightened something around my bicep, some makeshift tourniquet he found, 
maybe his belt, who the fuck knew? Was he wearing a belt with those tight leather pants? And then | felt the 
sharp prick of the needle as it found the vein, and the quick release of the tourniquet, and then Axl plunged 
the contents of that needle into my vein and straight for my brain, where it hit in a blessed wave and the 
nausea went away, and the pain in my stomach retreated to a dull ache that was just barely perceptible, and | 
opened my eyes and sat up and looked at him. Shit, fuck, was his hair amazing, just that unreal shade of red. 
And his cheekbones, like a fucking model. He was beautiful, and | generally wasn't all that attracted to guys, 
which did suck, because being gay would have been so subversive and counter to this overly masculine culture 


that just wanted to destroy everything. 


"You shot me up?" | said, my voice dazed as | got to my feet. He was leaning against the wall, the used works 


on the dressing table next to him, reflecting back in the mirror. 


"Yeah, well, | wanted to talk to you but you were clearly in no state to talk. | told you, I'm in a band full of 
junkies, | was a fucking junkie, | know how to handle them," That deep voice, it pulled on something in my chest, 
Jesus, he was fucking beautiful, and now he was like my savior. Who would have thought that Axl fucking Rose 


would come to my rescue? 


"So | just got my assistant to get me some heroin, no big deal-" he was saying, and | went toward him, smelling 
some cologne he wore that probably cost a thousand dollars knowing him, fucking diva. But it did smell good, 
and | saw the way those leather pants outlined all his muscles, and this close | saw the light dusting of 
freckles across the bridge of his nose. | felt so good, so instantaneously good, the heroin making everything so 
nice, so nice, and | knew it was just the over-firing pleasure receptors in my brain but | didn't care. That 
cologne scent drew me closer to him as he continued to talk, and | wasn't even making out any of the words, | 
was just listening to the deep tone of his voice, the way it scraped against itself. | leaned toward him, 
effectively trapping him against the wall, and he pushed himself back against the wall, a look of almost fear on 
his face. Was he afraid? Afraid of getting kissed by a guy, because that was my intention 


He was afraid, | could see it. His breathing had sped up and he pushed at me, at my shoulders, but | shook him 
off and leaned up against him, feeling all the taut muscles against me, and | was enveloped in the scent of that 
expensive cologne, and | leaned in and kissed him, a sloppy, hungry kiss, and his eyes finally closed and 
tentatively, so cautiously, he kissed me back. 


Chapter Two 


Axl 


"Well, what did he say?" Slash said once | was back on the set for our newest video. | sat in one of the 
director's chairs, my hat low over my eyes, my sneakers hooked over the wooden crossties of the chair. | 


shrugged. 


"Well, did you go see him like you said you were gonna?" Slash said, tipping back the bottle of Jack Daniels. | 
could see the dark amber liquid inside the dark, square bottle. That was Slash's real drug, that Jack Daniels. 
Duff, too. They did heroin, Slash more than Duff, but alcohol was their real drug. They were going to die, and 
so was Kurt Cobain, probably. 


"Yeah, | saw him. He said no," | snapped, lifting my head up and staring at Slash, but he wasn't even looking at 
me. He was gazing across the set with his half lidded, drunk eyes. Was he even listening anymore? It was fine 
with me. | didn't want to talk about Nirvana and Kurt Cobain, and | didn't want to think of what he tried in that 
dressing room of his. What the fuck? Why did that shit always happen to me? 


The next day was our day off from the set, and | was home sitting by the pool, looking at the way the sun 
seemed to sparkle on the surface in these little ripples. My sister was here with me, sipping coffee, sitting at 
the little clear patio table, big sunglasses on her face. | wasn't talking much but she was used to that. She was 
used to a lot of things about me, so was Stuart, my brother. Sometimes | liked to just be with them because 
they understood shit and | didn't have to try and please them or be something | wasn't, not that | tried very 
hard to do that, or at all, but | could feel people expecting it. 


| couldn't stop thinking of what happened when | went to Kurt's dressing room, how | got him that heroin 
because he was going to dissolve in the junk sickness right in front of me and | knew, | knew how you couldn't 
talk or even deal with someone when that was happening, and | wanted to talk to him, | wanted him to go on 
tour with us, | wanted it and | thought | could have it, | could convince him. And then, and then, he comes at 
me, tries to kiss me, tugs at my pants, his hands on my shoulders, trailing down my chest to my stomach to 
the waist of my pants and | couldn't flatten myself back against the wall enough to get away, and it was just 
the heroin, just the misfiring of drugged neurons that made him think he had to attack me like that, and | 


could smell the sweat from his performance, and something like mothballs on that tattered flannel shirt of his. 


| didn't like that shit, | knew that. | didn't like it when that air conditioning repair van guy tried to fucking rape 
me in that hotel room and | didn't like it the dozens of other times people, men, have tried that shit with me, 
shoving me up against walls in alleys and the back rooms of bars and bathrooms, fuck, fuck. | liked women, 

Women, with their soft skin and full lips and long hair, their long legs, fuck, women. Women had destroyed me, 


too, Erin and Stephanie had destroyed me, crushed my soul somehow. So Kurt could go fuck off with his trying 
shit with me, he could. 


"Axl, what's wrong?" My sister said, sipping her coffee, gazing at me steadily. She had taken off her sunglasses 
and they were on the table, reflecting the sparkles from the pool. 


"Nothing," | said, petulant, like | was just a kid again. 


"Okay," she said, knowing it wasn't true but she also knew | just wasn't ready to talk about it yet. So that was 
okay. And what did it matter, anyway? Guys tried shit with me, | knew that, it had been happening since | was 
a teenager and it sucked but it was just the way it was. So Kurt was just another one who tried shit. But then 
why couldn't | get him out of my head? 


Kurt 


Home at last, Seattle, the rain and the gray skies. Fucking good. And the heroin. Everything | needed was here 


and | didn't want to leave again. 


| felt a pang of guilt because Francis Bean was with the nanny while Courtney was wherever, | didn't even 
know, and | was at the nearby rundown hotel with my spoon and my lighter and my drugs. The pang of guilt 
came from the fact that | was gonna kick this shit once the baby arrived and be a good father, and write 
amazing shit and rake in all the dough, and things could be perfect. Well, it hadn't happened because | hadn't, | 
just hadn't kicked it yet and fuck Axl with all his talk about willpower, damn him. He didn't even have a kid or a 
wife or anything, all he had was his stupid ambition. That was enough for him to kick it. 


| stared out the window at the rain streaking down, and | still had some time before | absolutely had to cook 
up that shot. Maybe | could kick it, | didn't want Francis Bean growing up with things that | could have changed 
and should have changed, things that might scar her for her life. Shit, having a kid was so much responsibility. 
The whole weight of her life rested on our shoulders, and here | was in a hotel like a fucking unattached idiot 


who could do as he pleased, maybe Axl was right, ambition or no ambition, | should have better willpower. 


| cringed thinking of what I'd done to him, or tried to do to him, but he was just so fucking good looking for a 
guy, and | figured if I'm attracted to whoever why not act on that? | wasn't all hung up on the gay thing, it's 
just that before him | hadn't been interested in guys all that much. 


He was good looking, maybe even beyond good looking, he was nearly beautiful but he was still a dick. Still an 
arrogant, homophobic, racist, rock star dick. So why couldn't | stop thinking about him? 


Chapter three 


Kurt 


The rain streaked the windows, and Courtney rocked the baby in her lap, and | could hear them in the 
background, the noises the baby made, indecipherable utterings, and the cooing words Courtney said in 
response. | glanced over, feeling this complete lack of energy, and | got the feeling that Courtney was trying to 
make things seem normal for Francis Bean. Normal. What did it even mean? This shit wasn't normal. Courtney 
wasn't normal with her platinum dyed hair and matte red lipstick and baby doll dresses and the tracks on her 
arms. | wasn't normal, moping around, feeling the burning pain inside of me, wanting to put out the fire of that 
with heroin, being a fucking rock star, thinking about Axl. Fucking Axl. Homophobic prick. But | thought the 
words and didn't feel them anymore. What he said was right, whether | liked it or not. | needed to kick this shit 
for Francis Bean, never mind all the fans of Nirvana everywhere. That shit wouldn't last. | needed to kick things 


for Francis. 

It was just so hard to go even a day without it, even one fucking day. | was screwed. | had screwed myself. 
Axl 

The video wasn't working out. Shit, the vision, the whole concept, it was sort of falling apart. Maybe this wasn't 
what people wanted, these big budget videos, maybe they wanted pared down, back to basics kind of shit. But 
that wasn't my style. Shit was basic with us when we didn't have the money for anything else. I'd always 
wanted more. 

| left the set for a moment and leaned against the brick building, the sun burning down, flashing off the 
chrome of the cars and into my eyes. | pulled my sunglasses from my pocket and slapped them on, and lit my 
cigarette, and inhaled. Old commercials for cigarettes said they calmed your nerves but all they did was cause 
cancer. | smoked that cigarette almost down to the filter when my phone rang. 

"Yeah?" | said, pitching the cigarette, watching the red tip crash into the asphalt. 


"Axl?" | heard a scratchy male voice, and my breath caught in my throat. 


‘Its Kurt," the voice said, and | closed my eyes, seeing the way his eyes looked when he backed me up against 


his dressing room door. 
"| know," | said. 


"Uh, we could maybe talk about that tour, maybe," he said, and | licked my lips, not wanting to get my hopes 


up. He was still a junkie, after all. 


"Oh, yeah?" | said. 


"Yeah, uh, you could maybe come up to Seattle and we could..discuss it," 

"Go to Seattle? I'm making a video down here in LA. Why can't you come to LA?" | said. 
| heard him groan, and | heard a plane fly overhead, and when | looked up | saw a white streak across the sky. 
"Man, | fucking hate LA. Just forget it," he said, and | could feel my hopes trying to raise themselves, like little 
green shoots through thick early spring mud. | didn't want to forget it, it was what | wanted, for myself, for 
him, for our fans. It would just be cool. Why couldn't people just do what | fucking wanted them to without all 
this hassle? 

"No, okay, I'll come up to Seattle and we can talk about it," | said. 

"Good. Call me when you get here," he said, and hung up. 

What the fuck was | doing? 

Kurt 

| was forcing myself to go with less heroin, a maintenance dose. | couldn't just quit cold turkey. | didn't have 
that kind of will power. | was alone now, still staring out the rain streaked window. Courtney had blown up at 
me after | called Axl. 


"Who was that?" she said. 


"I don't know. How many Axls do you know?" | said, feeling the churning start in the pit of my stomach. Her 


round eyes got big and rounder. 

"Axl Rose?" she said, her voice climbing the registers. 
"Yeah, Axl Rose-" 

"Are you crazy?" she said. 

"No, | thought" 


"You thought what?" she said, and | didn't want to deal with her anymore, suddenly. | closed my eyes and 
imagined the exact shade of Axl's hair. But Courtney was still there, in the world outside of my closed eyelids. 


"Kurt? Talk to me," she said, so | opened my eyes at least, and both her and the baby were staring at me with 
their round, wide eyes, Courtney's that fish tank shade of green, the baby's a bright blue. 


"Yeah, | called Axl to talk about the tour-" 


"The tour? The tour? There isn't going to be any tour, Kurt, not with them. What are you thinking?" she said, 


and now the pain was in my head as well as my stomach. 


| looked at her, and she was looking at me with that demanding sort of look that said | would do what she said, 
and things were easier when | couldn't stand that fucking rock star diva, but things didn't feel that simple 
anymore. Besides, | wanted to see him. 


"He's coming here and l'm going to talk to him," | said, and | closed my eyes again and sometime after that she 


left. She took the baby and left. 
Axl 


Deep down | didn't think this was a great idea. | shouldn't have left the stupid video set, but it would only be 
for a few days, at most. The other guys could handle things until then, and as soon as | thought that | knew it 
wasn't true. Izzy, although sober now, was gone, and the rest of them, they were on the edge of overdoses, or 
organ shut down. So fuck it, we had to set up this tour, if we could, as soon as fucking possible. | took a deep 
breath and gazed out the little oval plane window, wondering if the plane was gonna crash. Wondering if a bird 
would fly into the engine or something. 


It didn't seem to take long for Seattle to come into view, gray and rainy and cold compared to LA. As the plane 
grinded to a halt on the runway | felt this weird kind of flutter in my stomach when | thought of seeing Kurt. 


